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INTRODUCTION 
by CC. Marie 


You would have to be blind to not see all the news reports of teens and young adults 
committing suicide because they don t fit into what is “acceptable” by todays standards. Why 
are some people today so into what is “normal”? We are not in the 1930s, we are in modern time 
—2010. 

Times have changed. 

Just turn on the TV. America has a black president after years of discrimination. 

However, we are not there one-hundred percent. People are still feeling pressured to be 
something they’re not—to do things they shouldnt do. 

I wanted to see life through other people—to be on the other side. I’ve never bullied, or been 
bullied, or called someone out his or her name. I would be lying if I said I’ve been harassed to 
the point where death seemed better. I would be lying if I said I was so obsessed with something I 
couldn t live a normal life. I would be lying if I said I suffered from a serve mental disorder that I 
had no control of. But, others aren t lying. 


I decided on my website, that I wanted to find other writers who are willing to share their 


story for a collaboration book. Some were frightened and I promised they could remain 
anonymous if they wanted. So, the next stories will be shocking, mystifying, and heart breaking. 
Some end with successful conclusions and some of them are still trying to get better. However, 
there is one thing we all can agree on; someday...it will get better with time. 

And here it is... The Secret Life of... 

~CC. Marie, also the author of Riverbloom Murder Club, The Gruesome Game, Reasons On 
My Wrist, and Behind the Red Rose Petals~ Visit website here for all updates and future 


collaboration books. 


OBSESSIONS | INTRO 


Why Was I Born So Damn Needy? 


Obsessions Introduction by Jamie Johnson 


OCD. OCD. OCD. 

You claim you understand it...va don t. I’m grown but it feels like I’m a child. Child. Child. 
Child. I met a boy just like me a few years ago—perfection—SEXY from head to toe. He smiled 
and I smiled and we knew we were a match... 

Does he know I’m in my room cutting out skinny bitches from Vogue magazine and pasting 
them on my mirror and stabbing them with a marker, wishing I was as thin as they are. And he 
answers my thought. “Do you know I’m in the kitchen with my hand on the knife, wondering 
what kind of attention she will give me?” 

Hmm, he knows my thought. He must be like Edward Cullen. A cuter version. But did I 
speak it aloud? I know I didn’t. But how does he know. Okay. Okay. Okay. This is freaky 
because he is outside my window looking back at me. I walk to the window and yell at him to 
leave me alone. Mom comes in the room. She snatches me up and carries me into the bathroom. 
This again. 

Daddy comes in next with his huge mirror and places it in front of me. 

“That’s not me!” I say at the mirror. 

“Emancipated and boyish!” Daddy screams. “Are you happy now?” 

I smile from ear to ear. It’s my time to shine. Daddy and mom are going to drive me off to 
the ER and then the doctors will force feed me and tell me to stop twitching. And stop repeating 
the same words over and over, and over. Oh, my tummy is so happy. Maybe this time I can 
finally give my Oscar performance. I’ve been practicing this for a while now. I’ve seen 
thousands of YouTube videos on it too. You will finally get the attention you so ache for. It will 
be you on the cover of Seventeen magazine. 

This is only the fiftieth time I’ve been to the hospital and my doctor seems upset. Like my 
problems annoy him. 

“You don’t have any problems. You are doing this on purpose!” Mom says. “The only 


problem you have is an attention whore!” 


“You are not thirteen, you are twenty-two!” Daddy screams. “Snap out of it!” 

His worst fear is that I’m going to have children one day and use them for an escape. My 
escape isn’t like others who use blades of metal, and poison in their body. My escape is when 
everyone’s eyes is on me—sorrow and are pending to my needs. 

My escape is attention and like the many other stories in this category, we are all obsessive. 
Whether it’s about love, fame, attention, etc—we all are obsessive about something. 

And me? Who said attention hurts anyone. It’s not hurting me...yet. 


~Jamie Johnson~ Find out more about her here. 


MY SISTER OR MY BROTHER 


a confession by Daisy Torres 


I’ve been busted. 

My sister thinks I’m a sneak and my brother thinks I’m a creep. She said my eyes poke out 
like a crazy person and maybe it’s true. I don’t mean to follow her everywhere. I don’t mean to 
snitch on her. She’s just so pretty. I’m allowed to say my sister is pretty, right? Nothing wrong 
with that. 

My brother is an all-star. He has hot friends but they are nowhere as chill as my big brother. 
My best friends drool over him and then they think it’s creepy if I do too! I don’t get it. Why is it 
creepy. I just love my brother. 

Not one minute goes by when I don’t check my sister/brother’s Facebook or Twitter to see if 
they’ve updated. Their twin abilities freak me out cause they tend to tweet at the same time, but I 
don’t want to reply one first because then one would be getting treated better than the other... 
ugh. Keeping up with them, is like a second job. It’s better than my job at Foot Locker. 

So, that’s why I have two twitter and Facebook apps on my Blackberry. So, I can reply them 
both at the same time. But, sometimes my sister doesn’t reply back. And my brother claimed he 
shut down his Twitter page off—but I know he’s joking—he lives on that thing. 

I’m just a normal seventeen year old who has nothing better to do than spy on my siblings. 
But it’s not like I’m obsessed with them...okay maybe a little...but can you blame me? They’re 
perfect. 


~Daisy Torres~ Read an update on Daisy here. 


The (hot) Teacher Next Door 


By a very very high lover 


Alone. Sad. Wanting child. 

I just got out of high school about four years ago. I was a good girl. A very good girl. I have 
a little sister who is a senior in high school. She has my old chemistry teacher, Mr. Chang. He 
was the only reason why I would go to class. He was the only reason why I passed. Back in the 
day, well a few years ago, I would ask if he wanted to carpool. I said, “you drive, I'll ride 
shotgun.” He would laugh and say “no.” In class, he never called on me. To think of it, I didn’t 
do work in that class. I have no idea how I passed. I didn’t learn anything—only that Mr. Chang 
was the hottest man on earth. When he would come home, I would peak outside my window. 
However, every night he would have a new woman at his house. Made me sick. So I told him, I 
would tell the school board what he does at night. He would laugh and say “do it.” He was such a 
tease. I loved it. 

However, at graduation he gave me a note. It said, “I should have failed you.” I blushed and 
walked over to him. Then he said, “yes, I should have failed you, but I’m afraid of you. I think if 
I failed you, you would have killed me or something.” He claimed I sent him a forty-page letter 
of photoshopped images of him and me with poems. I laughed and checked my computer. He 
was right, I did email him pages of written, and photoshopped love letters. But, I don’t 
remember. I guess I must have been high on love. 


And one, just one day, I'll get him to marry me. 


~anonymous~ Have a story like this? Email me at contact.iwrite@gmail.com 


Update on Daisy Torres, author of My Sister or My Brother 


Q1. For those who don t know what your obsession was, what exactly was it? 
Funny, you ask...it’s hard to understand. But, I have a brother and sister who are twins. I’ve 
always been the odd one out. I love them, but when I look outside the box...I’m like wow...I’m 


obsessed with their actions. 


Q2. What made you want to put your story in this book? 
I read your book Reasons on My Wrist and I found out about this and I was like wow I 


should send my story in. I know people will think I’m weird...oh well. 


Q3. Do you think there are other people like you? 


I hope so! If so, they should so contact me! 


O4. How are you now? Are you better? Or are you working on it? 
I’m a lot better now. I’m talking to a psychologist to get me help. It’s still a hard 
understanding but I think someday I will get better. I am better. I’m off Twitter and Facebook so I 


can’t be tempted to stalk them. 


Grandma Says 


by Lucy 


“T’m writing this for all the people who dont accept me. It’s hard being me. And I’m not 


saying that to be different.” 


Grandma says I have issues. The only reason I tolerate her is because she is ill and I don’t 
have a family. Not that if she was well and I had parents, I wouldn’t be with her. But she is evil. I 
feed her, I put the food on the table, and yet she is so mean to me. 

Grandma says to stop loving her. She said she doesn’t want a child who can’t control their 
own actions. 

I cry like always. 

She laughs. 

Grandma says to do as she says. She’s going to be real upset one day if I leave her and leave 
her on her own. She says that if I can’t stop washing my hands every two minutes, then she will 
kick me out. 

Grandma knows she hurts me, but it doesn’t faze her. She just wants a reason for me to 
leave. 


And I cry...like always. She will just be another person on my list to cross out of my life. 


~Lucy~ Do you suffer from OCD? Email me at contact.iwrite@gmail.com 


I’m Like (so) Original 


a confession by Kacee (Casey) 


Paris Hilton voice... 

I’m like so original. My name is pronounced like Casey but I spell it like Kacee. Cool huh. I 
don’t wear boots with fur, I wear the boots with feathers instead. Leather...ew(/)...I’m so 
wearing the jean jackets again. Leggings...disgusting...I’m sticking to the bare. I’m so De La 
Mocha Soupa...you don’t get it because it’s this new French Latin thing I made up. Only the 
cool people know what that is. Not including you. I wear glitter on my eyebrows. Glitter on the 
eyes...double ew. Raves...I live for them... 

You hear this all the time. The people who think they are so “original.” They talk about crap 
they have no idea about and they make up shit to sound “cool.” I hate people like that...but I am 
like that. I talk so much shit...seriously for the last four months, I’ve been saying De La Mocha 
Soupa and stupid high school seniors feed of that. De La Mocha Soupa...what the fuck is that? 
It’s something I made up! The funny thing is that there are other people like me. Who talk like 
me, who give bullshit like me, who think they’ re original like me. I just don’t know if they know 
that they’re being laughed out. No one cares if you knew a band before they became mainstream. 
No one cares that you only watch indie films or listen to only indie music. No one cares that you 


go to underground rock shows. Then why am I still talking as if they do? 


~Casey~ 


Britney Spears, Lady Gaga, Oh La La 
A story by Michelle Jackson 


Magazines brainwash little girls and teens. I’m twenty-five...so I cannot be brainwashed by 
the media and the amazement of everyone wanting to be skinny. But I am. When I was younger, 
it was all about Britney Spears. I have the g-strings and low rise jeans to prove it. Now, it’s all 
about Lady Gaga. I don’t know what it is in me, but what’: in...that’s me. I’m the opposite of the 
people who want to be “different” or “original.” I’m so mainstream, that I know every song on 
the top 40 by hard. 

If I don’t get my daily fix of gossip blogs, celebrity TV, magazines, tabloids...you name it. I 
would literally freak out. Celebrity life...is my life. A reason why I can’t keep a man. If Beyonce 
is wearing new sunglasses from like Gucci, I better have those glasses. If Jennifer Lopez is on a 
yacht in Mexico...I better be on a yacht by next week too. It’s that extreme. 

They need rehab for people like me. I hate it because I don’t even know what to call it. Am I 
obsessed? Am I’m mentally insane? All of the above? I don’t know. 

But with time, I think I can get better. I just have to get that off my chest because there has 
to be other people like me. Well, I hope so. 


~Michelle Jackson~ *Update, Michelle is currently looking for auditions to star on a reality 
show. We might see her one day on TV. 


LOVE | INTRO 


I Love My (best friend) Wife 


Love Introduction by Robert Holmes 


Velvet and blue. 
Laced with ribbons. 
My perfect gift. 
Curved to perfection. 
Not too stiff. 
Light in hand, heavy in the heart. 
Blank in expression. 
It’s bliss. 
It’s murder. 
It’s love. 
~Robert Holmes aka “the one that got tied down”~ *Update, Robert is currently planning his 
wedding with his best friend Taayliah which will be held in California this spring. Congrats! 


The Starving Pig 
A story by Pamela Jones 


I’ve been bullied in the heart. This is why my dad didn’t want me to date now. 

I’m senior and the only reason I’m with this loser is for prom. But, is it worth it if he teases 
me and calls me a skinny bitch. My eyes are always red because I cry ninety percent of the day. 
He pushes me back and trips me. Immature would be an understatement. He’ a loser. I’m a loser 
too then. 

We went prom shopping and I bought my dress. He said the dress doesn’t fit me right 
because I’m too skinny. He says he will feed me food because I look like a starving pig. I’ve 
never seen a starving pig before—so maybe I do. I’m healthy, why is he so mean. I’m 5’4, one 
hundred and twenty pounds. 

He says he loves me. I don’t believe him; how many men have told my mother the same 
thing and leave the next day—hundreds. At prom, he was the biggest bully. He threw punch on 
my dress and tripped me down the stairs. That’s when I had it. I don’t fight but I can speak. I 
slapped him across his face and told him to “fuck off!” I told him if he ever bullies me again, I 
would make his life hell. Not by hurting him, but making him feel worse by my words. And 
words hurt. 

I don’t see that loser no more. He sees me though. I look good for a girl who looks like a 
starving pig cause he’s always on my tail. Ha! 


~Pamela Jones~ *Update, Pamela is currently enrolled at UCLA and is in love with a real 
man who treats her with respect. 


Justin Timberlake 
A poem by anonymous 


I can’t breathe when I’m with him. His love is too strong. 
I wrap him in my clothes and I sing his songs. 

Love. Love. Love. And I’m not married. 

We are not married. But I love him. 
Not obsessed. You wouldn’t catch me listening to his music alone. 
We separate pleasure from work. 
He’s like my personal Justin Timberlake. 
I bet you thought I was talking about him...I’m not. 
I’m talking about a man name Jim. 
Silk from head to toe. 
Sometimes it’s so unbearable. I think he controls me and I don’t even know it. 
He is the owner. 
And every woman in the world will hate me for saying this, but 
“He has me on a leash.” 
And I ask how high he wants me to jump. 
~anonymous~ 


Broken Into Four 
A story by Morgan 


Have you ever wanted to end your life because someone hurt you? I have. 

My best friend Sam would be the last person to hate me. But when her pals divorced it was 
like her anger was taken out on me. She stalked me on Facebook, Twitter, Aim; everything. 
Yelling, screaming, and swearing at me. Almost overnight. If I didn’t know, I would think it was 
someone hacking her. But it wasn’t; it was all her. The worst text she sent me was one where it 
said, “You’re the ugliest fattest whore in the town. I hate you so much; I should hire a pack of 
gang members to rape you.” 

Can you imagine going through that every day and all day for two years. I didn’t feel safe at 
home, at school, at work. She was always there. Always figuring out my new number, or my new 
Facebook email. 

It got so bad I overdosed on prescribed medication that was for my mother’s back pains. I 
almost died. And that wouldn’t be the last time I would attempt. After the first attempt at suicide, 
Sam said she wished I would have died. She said she would come over and help kill myself. 

I finally gave in and told my mother. My mother couldn’t believe it. She blamed me. She 
said I let it go too far. She said if I were a chick on TV, she would laugh at me...and now I was 
getting bullied by my mother. She said I was weak. That I am weak. I let people get under my 
skin. 

Now all I have is myself. I came into this world alone, and I will leave alone when time is 
due. 


~Morgan~ *Update, Morgan is currently six months pregnant and moved out of her town to 
North Carolina with her fiancé. 


ADDICTIONS | INTRO 


CUTTING 


Addictions (cutting) introduction written by anonymous 


Of all the accounts I have read by cutters—and I have read many—no two have ever been 
the same. Or even similar. 

Cutting seems to be one of the most popularly negatively stereotyped mental issues—OCD 
and bipolar are “legitimate” problems. Someone suffering from anorexia is a victim of modern 
popular and celebrity culture. Depression is understandable and, to some extent, universal. 

These people have problems. Real problems. 

A cutter? A cutter is a teenager, probably a girl. Her life is “fine” and she has “nothing to 
complain about.” She's probably doing it for attention. She uses razor blades and cuts her wrists. 
She probably has low self-esteem, but just needs to pull herself together. She's probably a drama 
queen. She can control her behaviour. She doesn't need our sympathy. 

Wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong. 

Cutting has a million shades of grey. The term conjures up such a particular image: a 
depressed teenager wearing too much eyeliner bent over a sink. Or something like that. But self- 
injury is far more varied than that. I may call myself'a cutter' for simplicity's sake, but that is far 
from descriptive. I could give you a brief list. 

I have: 

-Cut myself with razorblades, yes, but also shards of glass, kitchen knives, 
craft knives etc. etc. 

-Scratched myself with my nails, tweezers, blunt knives etc. 

-Hit my head with the heels of my hands, books, against walls, against the 
floor... 

-Given myself friction burns with a nail file or by dragging my knuckles 
against walls. 

-Poured lemon juice or pressed nail polish remover into wounds to make 


them sting. 


There are probably many more. And I am only one person—the ways in which people hurt 
themselves is extensive, if not infinite. Think of an ordinary household object. Now think of how 
you could hurt yourself with it. Now think that someone, somewhere, has probably done that. 

But why? 

The reasons behind why people hurt themselves are as varied as the people who do it—who 
come from every walk of life, can be any age or race or gender. However, the main reason is to 
relieve emotional turmoil in some way. 

A self-injurer may have PTSD or bipolar or some other mood or personality disorder that 
makes them feel overwhelmed by emotion. They may be suppressing suicidal thoughts. They 
may be stressed or having difficulty coping, or feel angry or guilty or like they need to be 
punished. They may, quite simply, be depressed. 

On the surface these people may appear perfectly normal, even happy. They may be high- 
performers, or devoted wives or hardworking salary men. However, cutting is often a very 
secretive behaviour. Despite what pop culture may have us believe, it is very rarely done for 
attention. 

Another reason why self-injury is so stereotyped and misunderstood is that people simply 
cannot understand it. One of my friends has never told her parents she cut. Particularly after her 
mother launched into a tirade about it being, “the stupidest thing ever” and “why would you do 
that to yourself?” 

Why indeed. How could you want to hurt yourself? Your every instinct surely rebels against 
the idea. The way I have had most success in explaining this to people is comparing self-injury to 
other, more subtle self-injurious behaviours. People understand the alcoholic, drowning his 
miseries in booze. Or the druggie, or the anorexic. Well all of these activities harm you indirectly. 
Self-harm is just another variation on the same theme—personal problems leading to self- 
destruction. 

And the trouble is, like alcohol and drugs, it works. For a cutter, the sight of the blood may 
calm them, or the pain may distract them from the emotional pain. It may make them feel alive, 
it may make them go numb and disassociate. They may experience a “high” or lose track of time. 
They may feel a great deal of pain or none at all. For some it is a compulsion. For some an 


addiction. For some an old friend and coping mechanism. But for everyone who self-harms, it is 


a problem. A cry I have heard all too often is this: “But it's not hurting anyone!” Of course, this 
leaves one important person out of the equation. 

The self-injurer may not be hurting anyone else, but the one people they are hurting, quite 
severely, are themselves. 


~anonymous~ 


SLIPPING 


a short story Ghotay 


“So, how does that make you feel?” 

The old cliché. I wondered if he, or she, would ever say something so asinine and, in my 
opinion, unprofessional. How am I supposed to know how I fee/? My mind is not a map, to be 
laid out and examined at my own convenience. Picked apart by theories on behaviour. What 
semblance did Pavlov’s dog have to real life? To society as a whole and to individuals—each 
suffering in their own microcosms of pain. 

My, albeit invisible, microcosm of pain. Or of numbness, perhaps. 

My fingers twisted in my lap. Fidgeting—the old bad habit that my parents never ceased to 
nag me about. I dug the nails of my right hand into the soft flesh of my left palm—-so hard the 
marks did not diminish for the entire duration of my stay in the psyche ward. The other bad 
habit. Always one or the other, neither acceptable to my parents’ standards. 

A young woman near to me was called up and disrupted my train of thoughts. Just as well, I 
suppose, I was starting to get urges. She said to the secretary as she passed, “I don’t really know, 
why I’m here, you know, I’m just—” 

I didn’t know what else she said, and she walked into her psychiatrist’s room. 

“Therapists.” | spat the word aloud. After all, if there were any place in the world to lose 
one’s marbles, this would surely be it. 

What made them think they should be privy to my secrets? Why should some stranger be 
entitled to the inner workings of my mind and what — what on this god-forsaken ruin of a planet 
should make anyone, anyone, think that they could understand me better than myself. 


What would I even say...? 


With The Hobbit, Northern Lights, Tales From 1001 Nights and Black Beauty all safely 
secured under my belt by the time my age hit double digits (thanks, I must grudgingly accept, to 
my father), I was born to be an avid reader. And it was around the time that my age hit double 
digits that my first memories of the Fights begin. 

I do not recall my parents fighting with each other before that time. With my brothers and I, 


yes. With idiots from call centers and door-to-door salesmen, sure. But never with each other. 


By the time I started secondary school they were my breakfast, lunch and dinner—or at least 
it felt that way. No doubt I exaggerate the frequency and severity of these fights, but like the kid 
who forgets all his lines in the school play; they’re all you can remember afterwards. 

Thinking of starting secondary school... 

I started secondary school with the bizarre and unwavering conviction that I had ‘issues’. I 
was a bad person; a bad friend could bring only misery into the lives of others. Pretentious fool 
that I was. I created for myself all those problems I wished I had. My self-fulfilling, tragic 
prophecy for which I am now paying the price. Psychosomatic, they’ll tell me. But, if it’s all in 
my mind, does that make it any less real, to me? 

“C. Thousands?” 

My head bobbed up from my near catatonic slump. With intensive introspection still fogging 
my mind, I fumbled for coherency. 

“Mmmyuh?” I mumbled stupidly, reaching back from what I now realized was the 
pleasingly black abyss of sleep. Why oh why did she have to wake me up? 

With an ingratiating little laugh, she said, “oh, do try to stay awake! Though, you may not 
want to when you hear this! I’m afraid your doctor is running a little behind time! You may have 
to wait longer than you expected!” 

I nodded to the foolish woman and scraped my hands through my hair, finally resting 
hunched over, eyes boring into my knees. 

I was mangling, and worse, romanticizing my story. Idiot. Life is not a novel, pride and 
glory, bravery and destiny. Hah — myths of the media. Affecting human beings' impressionable 
little minds. I should try, instead, to lay my story bare... 


They told me, afterwards, that the whole incident had been premeditated. That one simply 
doesn’t do these sorts of things impulsively. Shows what they know because, I assure you, no 
forethought was involved. 

Sure, I had come close before—even tried holding it against my skin for the longest time. 
But, that was all fashion and want; not a dispute of the flesh, but one of the mind. When I truly 
reached that point it was exactly that, mindless. I had no brain to argue with, no soul to tear. Just 
blood, tears, and empty meat... 


I digress. 


The argument was an old one, but no less agonizing for it. It was my lunch again — wasn’t it 
always? A full lunchbox had, once again, been discovered in my bag and, once again it was 
almost a week old. So what, I haven't been eating lunch? What business is it of my parents? I feel 
ill when I eat... 

Now, before you judge or assume, I am not anorexic. Or, rather, I do not suffer from 
anorexia nervosa. I am skinny with little desire to eat but, as I said, whose business is that? No 


one's but mine. 


No, lay it bare... 


I do not remember the words that were said, yelled, or whispered. I do not recall how I 
ended up in my room, tears streaking down my face and desperate fingers clawing at my hair. 
Nor do I remember the moment in which my eyes fell on the oh-so inconspicuous “safety” razor. 

cutting. breathing. bleeding. screaming. choking. crying. 

I hate crying. 

The dozen soft slices into my forearm did not heal for weeks, and I still carry them with me, 


within me... 


There. There, I was done, that is what I would tell him. Let him just try to psychoanalyze 
me. So that’s exactly what I told him. 

“There, I’m done. Just try to psychoanalyze me!” 

I was being overly aggressive, I knew. I suppose I thought, that if there was any place to be 
irrational and angry, it was this. Isn’t therapy supposed to be about releasing your emotions 
anyway? I wasn’t here to suppress. 

So I told him all that as well. 

My psychiatrist, or “helper” as he said he preferred to be thought of, was a kind-looking 
man in what I supposed to be his late twenties. Lanky and bespectacled he looked like the sort of 
person who was more suited to a scholarly life than one spent battling the hostile terrain of 
teenage hormones. Yet here he was and I suppose I liked him well enough. He told me to call 
him Mint. I asked if that was his really name and apparently it was. 


“Were your parents insane?” 


“Slightly.” 

A pause 

“Are yours?” he asked, a little more serious now. 

“My parents drive me insane, does that make them insane?” 

He paused for a moment and opened his mouth. Then he shut it and nibbled on the end of his 
pen; an idiosyncrasy of his that made me want to snap his pen in half. Coming to some sort of 
conclusion, he continued: 

“Insane enough to make you want to cut yourself?” 

I laughed. Cutting is my therapy, my escape. 

My father once told me why, in those classic sitcoms, the ex is always such a threat to the 
established relationship. Because once you have passed a certain point with someone, you are 
always vulnerable to that again. One glance, one fleeting touch, can be the undoing of what the 
characters have striven towards for so many episodes now... 

I remember, long before I started, asking some of my friends if they had ever cut. 

“Almost, once,” Holly had said, “but I couldn’t do it.” 

“Yeah, you can try all you want but you just can’t do it,” they said. 

But once you have crossed that barrier, breached the wall and entered the forbidden city, you 
will always, a/ways, be vulnerable. Crossing over will forever be too easy, and the temptation is 
too much. 

Particularly, if you don’t even want to stop yourself, like me. My parents found out pretty 
early on—a month in, perhaps. 
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“We always thought you were more mature than this,” “you have permanently damaged our 
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trust in you,” “this is not an acceptable way to behave,” “your schoolwork has not been 
completed to our satisfaction for some time now—and now this?” 

Those are just a few of the statements I remember. 

I recall presenting myself as the image of contrition. I told them, truthfully, that I did not 
want to stop but, when I started wearing short sleeves again, they simply assumed that I had. 
They never saw, and are still completely unaware of, the numerous scars on my hips. 

And then for a while I did stop. My mother and I spent the entire summer on holiday, with 
family and friends and I felt so surrounded by love. Blanketed in genuine affection, I forgot all 


about the pressure of school—about how my teachers, my parents and, worst of all, myself, all 


expected me to get straight A’s. About my parents fighting, about what a horrible person I was, 
about all those depressive introspective hours. 

And, for one long, glorious summer that was to be my undoing, I suppose I was healthy and 
happy and whole. 

“What happened?” 

Nothing. Nothing happened at all. Everything just started... slipping. The company of others 
became more and more hollow, their praise became worthless and every slight, fight or criticism 
became highlighted in my mind. It wasn’t long before I felt the urge to highlight them on my 
body, also. 

So I carried on. I started thinking about it all day and dreaming about it all night. Knives, 
razors, nail scissors, compasses, and pushpins. Tweezers, even. It’s incredible the amount of 


damage you can do with such innocuous household objects. 


“Tt can creep up inside you 
And consume you. 
A disease of the mind, 
It can control you” 


Rihanna — Disturbia 


And then my parents found out again, and they repeated all of those hideous statements that 
empty my insides like: ““We thought this... thing, had stopped,” “it seems that we are just going to 


have to do something about this”. 


“Two months and three referrals later, and here I am,” I concluded. 

He finished jotting something down on a pad of paper and peered at me. 

“Did your parents just send you to a doctor? Nothing else?” he questioned in, I noticed, a 
very moderate tone of voice. 

“Oh sure,” I laughed, “They hid all the sharp things in the house, even my knife.” Especially 
my knife...“They thought that they could make me stop through control—not allowing me home 
alone and everything. Eh, they tried talking to me, of course.” I sobered a little, “like that could 
help” 


“T noticed that your parents were not with you in the waiting room?” 

“Yeah, I chased them off. It was pretty bloody hard, they always want to hold my hand 
through every damn thing.” 

“Why do you want to do this alone? He inquired, almost casually. 

I stared at the windowpane, not bothering to see the spectacular view of the car park beyond 
but instead simply gazing at the shine of the glass itself. Of the sharp little edges that would be 
formed if it broke. 

“Sometimes it feels like it's all I ever want. To be free and floating and do what I want, how 
I choose. I stop being lazy then, you know, I do everything I'm supposed to. To be wholly 
responsible for myself, no doting... well, anyone. I feel happy without that sense of obligation, of 
pressure. Things I have to do... I don't mind my friends, you know. Friends don't impose 
themselves on you, criticize you or anything. They're just... there.” 

I tore my eyes from the window back to my friendly “helper,” who bit the end of his biro 
before continuing. 

“There are just two more things I would like to do. Would you show me your scars?” 

He was the first person who had ever asked to see them and I suppose, looking back, I 
probably should have been more reluctant. 

I stood up and pulled my hoodie over my head, followed by my—long-sleeved shirt, of 
course. Standing in front of him in a tank top and jeans, he took my left arm. Turning it around in 
his hands, he lightly traced the latest mark, evident from the slight scab, with a fingertip. 

The three small circular marks that I had made with a cigarette on my inner elbow. The 
name of the first person to ever say “what can I do to help?” etched lovingly into my skin 
forever. The myriad tiny cuts all the way from my shoulders to my wrists, most of which hadn't 
even left a mark. But I could see them. I could see ever single drop of blood I had forced from 
myself. 

P adelser” 

“Hm?” 

“Anywhere else? Have you hurt yourself anywhere else?” he asked, releasing my arm. 

“Just my hips, but they're really old now. And one here,” I pointed to my side, “and I hit my 
head a lot, but that doesn't leave a mark.” 


He looked at me. 


“That's it.” 

He held my clothes back out to me and I jammed them back on. 

“There's just one last thing, I do this with all my patients. It helps me get a good estimation 
of their character.” 

“Right.” 

“Please describe yourself in four words.” 

“Intelligent,” I said before I could stop it rolling out of my mouth. I felt I had just said 
something monumentally stupid, but he did not comment. 

“Can I have a thesaurus?” I asked, after a moment. 

He chuckled warmly. 

“This is something that is supposed to come from you, not some book!” 

“Yeah, but the book can help get the words out of me,” I said rationally, “If I read Voltaire 
and decide that I agree with him, that isn't changing my opinion, it's just making me realize an 
opinion that I never knew I had,” I explained. 

He laughed aloud at that, “I see your point but I'm afraid that I don't have a thesaurus 
anyway.” 

“Well then, what's that word for when you know what you want and are going to get it no 
matter what,” he opened his mouth, “but isn't motivated or determined?” he shut his mouth. 

Before he had time to open it again, I said, “Driven.” 

A pause. 

“Tough. And—” the final word? Of course, how could I have forgotten. 

“Selfish.” 

He looked at me quietly. 

“Intelligent, tough, driven and selfish,” he repeated. 

“No... Intelligent, selfish, driven and tough, I think.” 

“Does the order matter?” 

“T think so.” 

He looked at me for one long moment and then, with a question that stopped my heart mid- 
beat, cracked the world. 

“Do you hate yourself?” 

Yes 


“Sometimes.” 

Without glancing at his watch, he said, “Well, this concludes today's session. I will see you... 
next week. Please go back into the waiting room for a few minutes whilst I complete your chart.” 

He turned his chair around and hunched over the cramped desk, looking at his pad of paper 
and chewing intermittently on his pen, as he filled in a form. 


“Right.” 


“C. Thousands?” 

I looked up at the foolish lady from before. She bustled over to me and handed me a chart. 

“You could just pop you signature on here, dear? And then just hand it in at the reception 
desk?” 

She bustled off and I glanced at the chart. Just a summary of the session I had just had—I 
signed it. I walked to reception and handed it in to the lady with her hair in a bun who appraised 
it swiftly before signing it herself. 

I supposed she noticed my discomfort, as she remarked, “don't worry; you're going to be just 
fine.” 

And it amazed me. Even as I walked towards my parents standing by the car and drove 


silently home, fending off their questions with monosyllables, it never stopped amazing me. 


And it amazes me still, even as I sit in this Cambridge dorm room and write down my story 
for the very first time, that someone —someone who knew nothing about me except my face and 
what that hideous chart said—could be so kind. To someone as undeserving as me. 

She had looked at that chart where, right next to my name, the words ‘cutting’, 'self-injurious 
behaviours' and 'teenage depression' were written. She had treated me with kindness and respect. 

Of course, this is not my full story. I have included no recount of the time I tried to pour 
boiling water down my leg. Nor do I mention the incident where I shattered a glass between my 
palm and bedpost, and sliced up half my hand. Those long hours spent at bus stops, unable to 
breathe. Nights spent rocking in darkness trying to cry. To at least feel guilty... 


All of these have been omitted because they are already there. 


Every emotion I felt while doing those things, every emotion I felt for the next five years, 
has been included in this recount of what was, basically, my first year of self-injury. I did not 
change and... I have not changed. 

Because, I will not deny it, there, next to the name of the first person who ever said “what 


can I do to help?” 


There is blood running down my arm 


I’m going to draw a picture, 
But a picture with a twist. 
I'll draw it on with razorblades 


And I'll draw it on my wrist. 


And as my pictures grows 
A fountain will appear, 
And as my fountain flows 


All my troubles disappear. 


~Ghotay~ *Update, Ghotay still struggles with self-harm occasionally, but has been clean 
for six months; recently achieving the best exam results at her school and is looking forward to 


studying medicine next year. 


*Warning this story contains adult theme. Some readers might find this disturbing* 


Her Name Is Candy 
A story by Craig 


I was hoping CC. Marie would be paying me to send a story in because I just spent my rent 
money on hardcore porn. Twisted and tastefully sick porn. That is disgusting to say aloud. Really 
even to me. If my girlfriend knew about this, she would go white girl ghetto on me in a heartbeat. 
She would be offended first off. It’s not that she isn’t hot or anything, but I prefer the fantasy. I 
love to fantasize about Faye Reagan on top of me(!)...whoa too much info. You get me though. 

I first watched porn when I was ten years old. It was soft-core porn that they show on 
Showtime at night. It was at my stepdad’s house. He asked me if I wanted to play a board game 
and I said no I wanted to sleep. Truth is I was in his room watching Showtime. 

A few years later, I found my dad’s porn stash. The best day of my life. I believe that’s when 
the addiction started. Everything I did revolved around when I would sneak and watch the porn. I 
didn’t tell my little friends about it. They were barely discovering what Playboy was. When I 
finished high school, I was arrested for masturbating in public. How discussing. My mom kicked 
me out the house and I ended up finding a dumb girlfriend who would move me in. 

Now I’m here in the dark. The only bill I’m willing to pay is my internet bill. And I think we 
both know why. Is it an addiction? Darn right it is. An embarrassing one, if that. At least with 
drug addiction or cutting you aren’t labeled a “creep.” If I go to rehab for porn addiction...I will 
be labeled a “creep.” I already am a creep. It’s on my record to prove it. 


~Craig~ *Update, Craig has moved to Los Angeles, CA in hopes of finding a job. 


Untitled: Real vs. Fake 


a story by anonymous 


According to the stereotype, emo kids look like, well, emo kids. They wear black all the 
time, dye their hair, wear skulls and shop at Hot Topic and, of course, cut themselves. I know 
tons of kids that look the emo stereotype but don't cut. 

In fact, they're some of the happiest, liveliest kids I know. Most people wouldn't think that a 
Hollister shopping, pop culture fanatic would be...emo. Real emo, not like those fake emo kids in 
middle school. As in, a cutter. A real, live cutter. Not like the ones you see on Degrassi, or 
whatever teen drama you watch, where they slice at their wrist with a tiny knife they somehow 
got possession of. 

In fact, this person doesn't even cut their wrist. I mean, how obvious can you be? You're 
wrists are exposed 24/7. But, your ankles? How can anyone even see them in the winter? Put on 
a pair of Abercrombie skinny jeans and your caramel Uggs and, whoa, it's like those neat rows of 
scars don't even exist. 

Not that anyone cares. See, this person belongs to a huge family, and this person is the 
outcast. The one that, while not out with their friends, sits at home, watching TV and writing. 
The one that's ridiculed by the others and punished more severely. And her friends? Well, the 
ones she's known her whole life are too busy cracking jokes about her weight, despite the fact 
that she lost a lot of weight recently, and her new friends are too involved in their own petty 
drama to even remotely pick up on her changes in mood. 

This person, this girl, she doesn't even cut that much. Every couple of days, probably three 
to four times a week. She says she is taking a shower, but while shaving her legs, the razor 
"slips" and leaves a long shallow mark. It's not like this girl is suicidal, no way. She has dreams, 
and a future ahead of her. However, at the moment, she needs something to get her through the 
week. She needs something to make her feel real, to stop her from fading away. The pain, the 
dripping blood, it's not something fake. It's real, it's alive, it makes her feel alive. She plans to 
give it up soon, but there is no definite date set. So, this is a tiny picture of this girl's life. The 
thing that keeps her going and kills her at the same time. 

Yeah, and that girl? 


She's me. 


~anonymous~* Update, she is currently working on getting better. 


In a Story like This 


a story by RosieKins 


In a story like this... would you think of happiness, sadness, or maybe just loneliness? I 
have an addiction. Most likely you have heard this story before, but perhaps not from my view. It 
all started by seventh grade. I started feeling so lonely. 

Even if I had so many people around me, I was always alone. I was the one thinking only of 
others happiness—not my own. When I got home every day, there was only yelling. I got in the 
middle of it and the yelling wouldn’t stop. My head was ringing; I couldn’t think straight. 
Finally, I got tired of it. That was the day I reached for the razor and started to pour my pain out 
with blood. Five slits down my right, four on my left. Watching the blood pour out, I don’t know 
what came over me, but it was beautiful and I started licking it, it had a sweet flavor. One I liked. 
Then I started to cry, and cried that night, for the first time in a long time. A couple of days past 
and I felt better, but things just got worse. 

I still felt the pain. But I loved it. Then I started getting into other things, like smoking. I 
didn’t get addicted to it. Cutting was my only addiction. Just watching the blood pour out of my 
pale skin, it was the most beautiful thing I ever watched. There was now ten slits down my right, 
five on my left. I couldn’t stop. My sister saw them, pinned me down, and pushed on them and 
the slits opened and started stinging like never before. She saw me in pain and yelled at me more 
for it. But, she didn’t realize pushing on my cuts made it even worse. I would cut and push on 
them, hard. I guess you could say this is when I started to go out of my mind. 

There was no more room on my wrists. I started cutting between my thighs, my hips, even 
my stomach. I felt so alive for the first time in my life. It was as if I was a new person. In school 
I would peal the scabs and make it bleed and it felt like I was letting my other self out. It felt like 
I had two girls in me—the shy one and the crazy animal. However, which one was the real me? 
The shy one was good in school, the crazy animal didn’t give a shit about school,—she wanted 
fun. I finally passed seventh grade, onto eighth. 

Eighth grade wasn’t any better. The animal wanted out of her cage again. So, I let her loose. 
Perhaps too loose. She fell in love with a boy. The shy one didn’t like him at all. The shy one 
took over and broke up with him. The animal cried all night and went dormant for a while. The 


shy one kept seeing him and saw the animal’s reaction. The shy one faded away slowly. And my 


real self felt lonely again—going from nothing to two people. To only one, with the animal 
dormant. What a mess. 

The scars faded after a while, but they are never really gone. I traced the lines with my 
fingers. I felt so lonely without them both. I cut even deeper, but they still didn’t show up. I had 
cuts everywhere. But, I couldn’t stop crying and I couldn’t stop cutting... I felt so lonely. I didn’t 
want to be all alone again. That night I lost it all and held the knife to my neck. And, I started to 
cut. But, why couldn’t I stop crying so much? Everything flashed before my eyes. How much my 
life sucked, and how much I wanted to end it. But... what about the future? It was all a blur. Why 
couldn’t I see what will come to the future? My neck started dripping, when I threw down the 
knife. Was it even worth dying over? What if someone else shared my loneliness? I couldn’t stop 
shaking and crying. I was almost over, just like that. 

The next day at school, I had to act normal. But, no one could stop noticing my neck, the 
giant scab on it. Even the teachers noticed, but didn’t say anything. A seventh grader I met earlier 
that year, pinned me to a locker and made me tell her about it, and wouldn’t let me go until I did. 
I told her I fell in a bush—a rose bush. But, one thing in my story didn’t add up, it was fall. And 
all the roses were dead. 

The animal slowly started to come back out and play. That girl and I became close. Perhaps 
too close. Then we started caring for each other. I got too close to her and the animal liked her a 
little too much. The animal couldn’t stop hugging her, and kissing her. I wondered why she did 
that. But, I guess even the animal was a tad too lonely in my body. Resting from a broken heart. 
Wanting something to satisfy herself. It didn’t last too long though. I may be still addicted to this 
day. But nothing more than a little bleeding would help. 


~RosieKins~ 


I’m a Little Bitter 


by anonymous 


I don’t eat because no one listens. It feels like my throat closes up and my palms get numb. I 
think that shit is poison. I would choke on the devil before I eat that greasy piece of shit. 
Chewing is a process. There should be a chewing camp. For all the fatties who weigh over one- 
hundred pounds who still have the nerve to eat. Fat asses. 

If my mother knew about my disorder, should would kill me. Oh lord, she would kill me. 
But little does she know, I’ve been this way since I was five. I just hate food. I am what you call 
a professional ana-eater. I hide it well. And I don’t discuss food. 

If I ate food, I would probably be a little less bitter and little more sweeter. Like you’re 


saying...this GIRL is insane. But I’m a boy. 100 percent straight male. 


~anonymous~ *Update, he is currently getting help. He showed his mother his submission 


and she didn’t judge him. He says, “I’m doing fine these days. I promise.” 


School Is My Pot 


A story by Mason White 


My friends used to call me Mr. Pothead. It’s funny then, but not funny now. You can t be 
addicted to pot...so they say...but I am proof. 

It all started in school. I got my first bag of marijuana in ninth grade. Man, was it great! 
Every day at school. I couldn’t smoke it at home, because my pops would murder me if he found 
out. So, I lied to my parents that I would take tutoring for math. Instead, I was behind the school 
with my best friend Martin puffing away. He did it for fun. I did for pleasure. Pleasure. ..like sex. 
Except I was still a virgin, so I had no idea what sex felt like. But I imagined it feel like I how 
felt when I was high. 

School security would walk by and I think she had no smelling senses. She never said 
anything. Never. Or, maybe she liked the smell. As high school continued throughout the next 
three years, everyday...I was still smoking that weed. My parents wondered why I was failing 
every math class, when I was supposedly getting help. But guessing was on my side, and I 
graduated and went on to college. As me and my friends began to approach our second year of 
college, many of them grew out the stage of smoking every night with me. They would rather 
study for a final. Lame asses. 

Then I realized, maybe something is wrong with me. A girlfriend of mine asked if I smoked 
every day. And I said yes...that’s normal right? She would then say, no! I thought about it. Since 
ninth grade, I’d been smoking every day. Everything I did, revolved around pot. I couldn’t go a 
day without it. It was my misses. Can you check into rehab for pot addiction? Is that even a real 
addiction? 

You can get addicted to anything. I need time...time to understand how pot ruined me. I’m 
at burger king if you need me. I’m taking your orders. I’m a little over twenty-four now. I should 


have a degree, but I’m flipping burgers...smoking a joint afterwards. 


~Mason White~The Fat Bitch 


A story by anonymous 


Why am I eating this donut? I have about six rolls on my left side and four on my right side. 
My right side is pretty skinny. Maybe cause it gets the most exercise from lifting all those cream 
cakes at midnight. 

I love food. And if you came between me and food, expect a missing finger. When I was 
eight years old, I ate dog food once. I would eat it every night at eleven and my parents thought 
my dog had worms cause all the food would be missing. When I was thirteen, I would get in line 
twice at school for lunch. First, I would go and then my best friend who probably weighed as 
much as my thigh would get another plate for me. I was hitting the scale at two-hundred once I 
entered high school. 

Then when I was nineteen, I got married. I ended up getting pregnant and I gained about 
sixty pounds before I hit six months. After my angel was born, I was weighing about four- 
hundred pounds. Ew it sounds so gross to say aloud. I don’t even wanna say my weight now. It’s 
too embarrassing even as I write this anonymously. I’m too fat. 

And people say to stop, but I seriously think eating is an addiction. Just like crackheads, I’m 
in love with food. Healthy or not...I love food. And I can’t help it. 

I’m eating pizza and some donuts now. 


~anonymous~ Are you addicted to food? Email me at contact.iwrite@gmail.com 


DISORDERS | INTRO 


There is a Solution to Every Problem 


a story by Aurora 


“There is a solution to every problem” or that is what I was told. 

This came to my mind on June 11, 2009 when I was standing on the parapet wall on my 
terrace and looking down at the people moving below. My fifteen-year-old eyes were swollen 
with tears and my whole body was trembling with fear. I could hear my heart beat along with the 
pitter-patter of the rain. I was drinking my own tears and was choking on my own thoughts. I 
knew or thought I did not have anybody for myself. I thought I was just a crazy little girl who did 
not deserve to live. My parents had bickered intensely right in front of my eyes the previous day. 
My uncle had done things to me. My whole mind was floating with thoughts of suicide. 

I watched my mother move out of the house weeping and my father did not do anything 
about it. I just sat there and watched them both argue. I was crying my eyes out but no one ever 
noticed. I held up my arm to show my scars, no one looked. I had burnt my personal diary, no 
one bothered. 

As I looked down at the world below from my terrace, I realized that problem has a solution. 
I slowly got down. That moment when I made my decision, saved my life. I still cherish that 
moment. Because I later acknowledged that suicide is only for the hopeless—I had hope left. I 
knew someday I would escape what I thought was “pain.” I had been used and thrown about on 
my fifteenth birthday by my own uncle. I still keep quiet about it. 

I felt pain in every single part of my body. I had grown weak and lost weight. I caught 
typhoid and couldn’t move. To tell the truth I still haven’t gotten over my weakness. I still 
tremble when I look at my uncle. I try to avert my responsibilities. 

There were times when I used to sit in my room and cut up my hands. There were times 
when I scribbled on my papers, venting out my anger. There were times when I stabbed myself 
with the pen I was using. Cutting myself had become an addiction. 

I fought against and for three months, I succeeded. However, the feeling came back twice as 


angry as ever and I had cut my wrist severely. Now I only fight to hide the scars. 


Procrastination was bad but I couldn’t help it. My work was just ignored. I concentrated 
only on music. I did not care if I was punished the next day; I hated sitting in class anyway. I had 
come across so many revelations. I had lived through them all. 

Today as I write this there are only two people I am thinking of, a woman whom I consider 
being my mother and we live continents apart. The second is my boyfriend. We too live apart but 
I trust him. I know I am going to lose him soon and will do anything not to. 

A few decisions can change your life. A few people will. If there is no one you can trust, 
remember you’ ve still got yourself. That is how I got on with my life so far. Even now when I 
look at my parents or my uncle, I remember that evening when the rain was cutting through my 
skin and when I was looking at the world below. I know that was the day I had grown and had 


become mature completely. June 11", my birthday. 


~Aurora~ 


My Little Voice 


a short story by Rose Dorian 


For you, to you, never forgotten. 


I don’t know what’s worse; the voice in my head or the voices of other people. At least the 
voice in my head doesn’t give me dirty looks, I suppose, unlike all those other people. Even my 
Dad looks at me as if I’m more cuckoo than I am. 

And maybe I am. 

Maybe I do stare at the corner of my room, waiting for something to burst forth and tear me 
from existence. But then, doesn’t everyone do that? Doesn’t everyone wait for something to 
come along and tear them down? Maybe. I don’t know. I’m not sure. 

What I’m sure of is, I can’t take the snide looks anymore. The side glances, not of pity, not 
of fear, but of disgust and pure hatred. I’m not sure how I ended up here, but then if I did, I’m 
pretty sure I would have taken a different road. It’s easier to act all superior with hindsight, but 
what good is hindsight anyway? You can’t change anything with hindsight. You can’t even 
prevent anything with hindsight. Looking back is good and all if it’s actually gonna help you 
move forward. If I look back, I cringe. 

Right, that little voice whispers, and it might be my own, I can’t tell anymore. Jime to move 
on to a better place. You need sleep? Take the pills one by one and pop ‘em ‘til you drop ‘em. 
And you want to hide from their glares. Easy. Take a walk, kid, and then you won t see them. 
Simple. 

I have to admit. Sometimes the little voice does make things easier. It’s like a running 
commentary by an outsider, someone who sees my life and flaws and points them out, pushes me 
in the right direction. More than my father ever did. He pushed me away, which is easier than 
dealing with the kid left over from your divorce, especially when you have a new family to play 
around with. The voice knows me better than me, and it warns me and saves me from the edge. If 
it wants me to sleep, I'll sleep. 

I push the empty bottles of beer and J.D. on the floor. I shove the DVDs against the wall, 
and I reach around to slip my trembling fingers around the prescription bottle. It reads my name, 
typed in a formal, cold way, and lights up with colourful pills. They look like Smarties, which 


makes them so much easier to down. Sleepy time. Time for a walk. 


I stroll through the doors, past the security guards, nodding as if I haven’t a care in the 
world. The voice is screaming happily in my head, my chest is constricting tighter with anxiety, 
and my breathing is ragged as I make it through the double doors and into the snow. It’s thicker 
than it’s ever been before, and my feet crunch, crunch, crunch through it. My face is blank as a 
few late night revelers race by, caught up in their intoxication, and the heaviness in my chest 
doesn’t ease. It isn’t emotion, God no, I haven’t felt emotions in years. Emotions are for chicks, 
and this darkness is for me. 

Darkness. Man, the sky is dark, thick with clouds threatening more heavy downpours. Snow 
on the windows, snow on the cars, snow on the pavement, snow on the walls. The voice is happy 
to be out of that oppressive place. I wish it would leave me alone sometimes. It just sits in my 
head like a pest, hooked into my brain with little claws. My head hurts, like something stabbed it. 
Maybe the voice is another person, living inside my skull. I try to swipe it away, but my arms are 
heavy. I stifle a yawn. 

Crunch, slosh, crunch. Snow sucks. It’s February, and it’s still snowing. The whole country 
came to a standstill, so maybe the snow is more than it seems. I sneak a look behind me; the 
shadows look longer and darker than before. I swear I see yellow eyes glinting at me, but I know 
it’s just another hallucination, or tiredness. My doctor tells me not to pay heed to the noise in my 
head. It’s there all the time, she reasons, so just block it out. Make it white noise—white like 
snow, and just as persistent. It sticks to you, and freezes you from the outside in. And it takes a 
long time to go. Maybe it isn’t like snow after all. Snow melts after a while. The voice doesn’t. 

My doctor told me everyone has an inner voice, but that other people, normal people know 
that the voice in their head is their voice. Not me. I contribute my inner voice to outside voices. 
In, out, in, out, shake it all about. To be honest, I think she’s lying. No one else has an inner 
voice, not really. Else we'd all be popping pills like sweets in order to stay sane. Inner voices are 
annoying. Like a parent. Nag, nag, nag. 

Shut up, shut up, shut up! The little voice is mad at me, and I’m too tired to argue. My walls 
are collapsing and I’m so sleepy. I find a wall to lean against, sliding down until I’m half buried 
in snow. Maybe I took too many pills. The voice didn’t tell me when to stop. I blame him. This is 
his fault. It’s always his fault. My whole life is his fault. My eyes are closing, and now I can feel 
how cold it is. I didn’t put a proper jacket on, my denim one is no protection from cold. At least 


you look cool ... Ha ha, geddit? 


A gust of wind causes me to shiver, the clouds are pressing down closer to the ground, and 
new snowflakes are starting to fall. My eyes won’t stay open a second longer. And you know 
something? I don’t want them to. I’ve never felt so content. I rest my head against the wall, I let 
my eyes shut, and for once, the voice is quiet. He has nothing good to say, and I’m glad. 


Oh. So. Glad. 


~Rose Dorian~ 
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IT GOT BETTER 


It Gets Better Introduction by Miller Phil 


I’m gay. Okay, now that that’s out, the elephant is gone. He was stinking up the room 
anyway. But, I don’t judge him, if he don’t judge me. 

My mom hates me. Not me. But who I am. She yells at the show America’s Top Model. She 
says they support homos and they should all burn in hell. My sister *Beth is choking on her hot 
dog because I’m at the dinner table trying not to burst. Then, my dad yells, “Well, bitch, turn the 
damn TV off!” Then they argue. Then, she walks over me and yells at me. She snaps her head 
and swerves her neck and tells me I better stop filing my nails or I’ll turn gay too. 

It’s the same thing every Wednesday night. You know, they say every family has a gay 
person. But why me? Why I’d be chosen in this hell stricken family. The worst part is my dad 
knows I’m gay. He was reading my texts and just so happens my school boy crush left me some 
steamy text. Dad won’t look at me. 

Today, he told me to pack my bags. He told me, he’s not kicking me out because of my 
sexuality but he’s saving me from my mother. He gave me two-thousand dollars and is sending 
me to art school. He told me not to visit in the summer, because mother will know by then. The 
last thing he said, was I know what it’s like to be a kid like you. 

I don’t get it—but he sends me money every month, so I can make it in this joyful sunny 


town called California. 


~Miller Phil~ 


*names have been changed for privacy as asked by author. 


I KNOW I WAS BORN THIS WAY 


a poem by anonymous 


I feel dead. Deader than most days. Most days I feel content but when you’re like me d ea d. 
It got better though. 
I didn’t choose to be ga y. I can’t even say the word aloud. 
Why would someone choose to be different? 
Why would I choose to be different? 
Why can’t people just accept me? 
I know I was born this way. 
But why do my parents swear I wasn’t. 
Just because I play sports and like to read comics, I know who I am. 
I’m gay and it’s gets better. 
With time. 


~anonymous~ 


The Gay Kid From Across the Street 


A poem by Jonathon 
He has muscles. He plays basketball. 
We don’t talk. Never. Don’t want to. 
I don’t like people like him. I assume he doesn’t like people like me. 
It’s a hot day, I’m carrying my books through the messy streets of New York. 
I drop them and the kid across the street runs to help me. 
“T play soccer too,” he says. 
I don’t care. I rush inside. 
I throw my books on my bed, and a little paper flies outs. 
It’s a number. It says to call me asap. 
So I call. A guy answerers. His voice is familiar. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey,” he says. 
“Who’s this?” I say. 
“The gay kid from across the street.” 
I smile and walk to my window. “I thought I was the gay kid from across the street.” 
“Well, now you have a friend.” 


~Jonathon~ 


Sexy Mama 
A poem by Tiffany 


I’m okay, until you learn the real me. I hide under red lipstick and high heels. 
You’ll be my best friend until I tell you the real me. 
You think I want you. 
I don’t think about you, honey. 
You’re not my type. 
Guys, think I’m chill until they know me. 
Then they think, I think I’m better than them. But I’m not. 
I’m not even close. 
Why can’t we just be friends in peace? Why do we judge so harshly, because of what we 
like? 
Change? 
Yes. 


I agree. 


~Tiffany~ 


Feet 
by Ana Flowers 


When we make love, you’re all I think about. I’m not making love with you though. 
Remember when we first walked on the beach, our toes drowned in sand. You thought it was 
gross. So many feet have walked here, that’s what you said. It didn’t take me until now, to 
understand what you meant. 

I came out to you because you were in my shoes once. You held my hand and said it was 
okay. We would be more than friends. When my mother kicked me out of the house, she said me 
being lesbian was worse than being pregnant. That’s when you took me to the beach. You gave 
me a ring and said I’ll have better days. 

On July 5", I got the call from your father. It was four years into our relationship and we had 
just gotten into a fight. Your father told me to do it. He told me to identify your body because it 
was too hard for him. Too hard to see you like that. Too hard to think of you like that. That cloud 
over my head is finally dimmer. It took time, but it’s okay. And I want to thank you. 

It was you. And I cry. I cry. But everything happens for a reason. I will never forget how you 


taught me to love myself—for me. Love you Stacy and you will forever be the first. 


~Ana Flowers~ *Update, Ana currently travels as a wedding photographer and is writing a 


book about her relationship with Stacy. 


Notes from Author: CC. Marie 


If you’re reading this, that means you finished the book. Some of the stories were shocking 
and some were heart breaking. For some of the writers in this book, they are still trying to get 
better. Now you may ask, you thought about this for some reason. What is your problem? 

I’ve never had a real problem. Depression runs in my family and I easily sadden. I’m not 
going to say I have depression, I don’t like to throw that word around, but I can become very sad 
at times. Especially since life is so lonely. You can be the most popular person in the world and 
yet we are all lonely inside. I wanted to put this book together, for other people who are going 
through the same things as the writers in this book. 

I know I write crazy sometimes psychotic stories that deal with death and murder, but I’m 
far from that. I doubt I have mental issues or is like a cannibal. Therefore, that really doesn’t 
explain much. The only thing I can say that have is that I sadden easily. And choosing this topic 
for a book didn’t help haha. But it’s all good, I loved every story! 

A lot of stories, I had to leave out. It’s a long story and maybe someday, I will add them to 
part II. So you may continue to send in submissions. I’m sorry for the stories that didn’t make it 
into the book when you were approved. I’ve been super busy with everything! If you seriously 
feel like your story should have been in this book, email me with the problem. Also, if a writer of 
their story feels as though their story is not right, email me. 

For the readers, email me what was your favorite story! Email me at 


contact.iwrite@gmai.com you can also send in a story of yours and I will post it on my website! 


Follow me on twitter if you have one and visit my blog for writing tips. 

What was my favorite story or what did you relate to the most? I loved all of them. But, the 
one that really felt close to home was “I’m like (so) Original.” I laughed when I read it because I 
know people like that especially since going through high school. You know so many people like 
that. And I thought it was just me, who would laugh at people like that and I wondered if they 
knew how dumb they seemed. I guess they do haha. 

How many submissions did you get? I got plenty. Some didn’t even make it to the book 
because I didn’t want the book to run over 10,000 word count. (Long story). It runs a little over 


the word count I wanted, but that’s okay. I wish I would have gotten more mental disorder 


submissions. Many people, about twenty, had spots in the book and they lost it because they sent 
the stories in too late. They can email me and get a spot in the next book. 

What did you learn? | learned a lot about people. I think the title fits everyone so perfectly. I 
reread every story about ten times. 

Hardest part about doing the book? The editing. Everyone has his or her own style. But we 
have to follow smashwords rules. So, that was hard. And some of the writers are from a different 
country and they spell things differently. So, out of respect, I kept their spelling as is. I know the 
book has a few errors mainly because I’m not the best editor. 

Will you do another one? If so when? Sooner than later, I would like to say. You can send in 
submissions and check my website regularly for updates. I want the next one to be very diverse 
with different topics. Yes, you can resend a story in if you’re in this book. 

So, now for any more questions email me and send me your thoughts at 


contact.iwrite@gmail.com 
~CC. Marie~ 


